Easter Double Number 


“Ye are of God, little children.” 
Kansas City, Mo. . April, 1916 
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A Little Song-Hparrow 


LituiaAN Foster 


A little song-sparrow was singing away 
In the boughs of a sycamore tree, 
There were children nearby who paused in 
their play 
To find out the cause of his glee; 
“Hurrah!” sang the sparrow, ‘the world is so 
bright, 
That I cannot help trilling aloud in delight.” 


% 
“Hurrah!” cried the children, “hip-hip and 
hurrah! 
The sparrow is certainly right; 
Sing away, little bird, we will join in your song 
And echo your notes of delight.” 
So they all sang away to the merriest lay, 
The little song-sparrow, the children at play. 


4 
4 
q 
4 
4 
4 
4 
4 
q 
4 
4 
4 
q 
4 
4 
4 
4 
4 
4 
4 
4 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
g 


VoL. XXI APRIL, 1916 


MAMIE’S IDEA OF EASTER 
“Coming forth.” 


The butterfly comes from its cell, : 

The flower comes from its little brown bud, 
The chickadee comes from its shell; 

But the real Easter coming we all enjoy 

Is the Christ coming forth in the girl and boy. 


WHAT EASTER SUNDAY MEANT TO 
LITTLE MARY 


EvizaBETH STEELE 


AY KIDS, I gotta go to Sunday School.” 
S ““What for?” 
“Gotta take this wire to a guy up there.” 
“Goody; we'll go too.”” They started pell 
mell, but a disabled auto proved more interest- 
Bi ing, and Jack was left to go alone to the little 
Mission Church. 

He marched boldly into the class room, en- 
joying the distinction which his brass-buttoned uniform gave 
him. Mr. Joyce asked Jack to wait for the reply and seated 
him with the boys in Mrs. Smiley’s class. She looked at 
him in such a sweet, motherly sort of way as she said, “Good 
morning; I am glad to have you in our class,” that Jack 
was on his best behavior. 

“*Now boys,” said Mrs. Smiley, “can you tell me why 
we have Easter Sunday >” 

After some hesitation, Tommy said, “So we can have 
candy rabbits.” 
““So we can have lots uv colored eggs,”” said another. 
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“*So we can have nice music and flowers on the desk,” 
said angelic little Bob. 

“*There are all very nice reasons, my dears, but I can 
tell you of the real reason why we make this a day of re- 
joicing. It is the day when we know that our hearts are 
pure and filled with love—this perfect love has always been 
in our hearts, but we did not seem to know it. It has been 
just as though we were asleep until something deep down in 
us awoke and we began to feel a great and beautiful love 
filling our minds and going all through our bodies. We 
seem to feel that this is a perfect love, and that it can do 
everything for us. 

““We just know that it can make us happy and well, 
and can give us everything we want. This is called the 
Christ Love, and when we feel this love in our hearts, we 
know that Easter Sunday means that the Christ Love is now 
awakened and beginning to grow in our hearts.” 

Jack had listened in wrapt attention, his little street- 
hardened face transformed to that of a cherub. Mrs. 
Smiley, waited in silence a moment, before his voice ex- 
claimed: “‘O lady! Can this love in our hearts cure a little 
crippled girl >” 

“Yes, my laddie; when this real Christ Love is born 
in our hearts, our diseases will go away,” said Mrs. Smiley. 

“Oh, gee, I’m goin’ ter git litthke Mary and let you tell 
her how to git well.”” He was gone in a moment. 

After the other children had gone home and the 
teachers were preparing to leave too, they were attracted by 
an unusual commotion and loud voices at the Chapel door. 
At the foot of the steps was a tiny little girl seated in a little 
red wagon, which Jack was trying to get up the steps, with 
the aid of nearly two dozen playmates who had come along 
see Mary git well.” They had believed Jack’s decla- 
ration that Mary could be cured. They came with faith 
in their hearts and in their minds. 

Mrs. Smiley led them into the room and again told 
them of the Christ Love, which can change our minds and 
renew our bodies. She asked them to be very quiet while 
they recited with her this little prayer: ‘““The Love of 
Christ in your heart fills you and heals you.”” They earnestly 
repeated the words, giving them with the ring of true faith 
and sincerity. 
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““Now we will close our eyes and keep right on saying 
this prayer until I say ‘Amen,’”’ said the teacher. 

Thus they sat in the Silence, asking the Christ Love to 
come and cure Mary, until little Mary herself said, “Oh, 
dear Christ, I am so glad.” 

Instantly every eye was fixed upon the strange sight 
of little Mary standing with her arms around Mrs. Smiley’s 
neck. The child who had not walked for five years stood 
before them, restored to health by the Christ Love. 

“I knew it! I knew it!’’ shouted Jack. “It’s Easter 
Sunday for Mary, and it’s Easter for us, too.” 


DELIA’S CLUB 


EvizaBetH E. PETTINGER 
Part I 
ELIA SAT in the corner of the window-seat, 


looking out upon a world as gloomy and dismal 
as her face. There “‘was nothing to do”— 
that old saying among people who have not 
yet learned to find enjoyment in their own so- 
ciety. Mother was at Aunt Vera’s helping 
with the children, or over at Grandma’s helping 
patch quilts! Ned and Fred were off with 
_the boys, but Fred and Ned always were “‘off with the boys” 
and gave no time or thought to their little sister. Delia 
wished she were a boy, for boys have such good times to- 
gether and get along so well and have so many things to do; 
not like girls who are supposed to find pleasure in sewing 
and playing dolls by themselves and helping with house- 
work! ‘‘There’s nothing to do!’’ For the hundredth time 
Delia scowled at the weather and made the same unoriginal 
remark. 

“*Lot-to-do, Lot-to-do,”” announced the coo-coo coming 
out of the clock door and nodding his wee yellow head at 
the girl. 

“Did he really say that or did I imagine it>’’ asked 
Delia in surprise ; then smiling at her own foolishness in think- 
ing of such a thing she picked up WEE WIsDoM which she 
had read from cover to cover and idly turned over the pages. 
“T wish girls really did do the things you read about them 
doing. In story-books girls are always together and having 
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good times, but—oh, I don’t believe there are any really 
truly girls like you read about; it’s only make believe!” 

She turned over a page and stopped short. ‘““Why, 
these letters are from really truly girls who have clubs and— 
why couldn’t I have a club! A club all of my own! 
Wouldn’t it be fun! Of course I don’t know anything 
about a ‘Booster Club,’ but mine could be a club to do the 
same thing until we learned how to be like the others.” 
Wouldn't it be fun! A club all of her own! She wouldn’t 
ask Beth Lewis, for Beth always wanted to boss everyone 
else; she wouldn’t ask Frances Miller, for Frances couldn’t 
get along with anyone without quarreling; and as for May 
Stewart, she was such a brag and always wanted to call 
_attention to her nice clothes; she made one feel shabby, even 
in one’s very best dress! Who then could she have in her 
club? Suddenly it occurred to her that the girls she found 
fault with were the only girls she really enjoyed being with— 
other girls she didn’t care much about. Delia was only 
twelve, but her reason told her that no one person could own 
a club, else it wouldn’t be a club. A club must consist of 
all sorfs of members and those members must conform their 
wishes to the will of the majority. ““Well, if I can’t own 
the club myself, anyway it'll be fun!”’ and she hurried to the 
telephone. 

“*Lot-to-do, Lot-to-do, Lot-to-do,”’ piped the coo-coo, 
and this time Delia nodded back, “You're right, for here 
come the girls.” 

“Oh, it’s a perfectly gorgeous idea!”” exclaimed Beth, 
“‘and we'll’ have officers and minutes and programs—oh, 
girls, can’t I be president? I’ve always just longed to be a 
president and rap for order and make people listen to what 
I have to say.” 

“Beginning to boss already,” thought Delia, and was 
about to declare, ““This is my club, Beth Lewis, and I’m 
going to be president!’ but she remembered in time and 
answered, “Oh, we have to vote about that. I wanted to 
be president myself, for I thought of the idea, but I'll be 
willing to let whoever is voted for be president. I don’t 
care, just so we have a club.” 

“*We'll have parties and dress up and entertain, won't 
we?” asked May with delight. ‘“‘I don’t want to be presi- 
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dent myself, but I want all the good times and plenty of 
them!”” 

““Well, we won't have any good times,” grumbled 
Frances, “if you are going to have Alva James and all her 
friends from the East Side for members. They don’t play 
fair and are always blaming some of us for their own mis- 
takes. Leet’s just us four be the club.” 

“‘Maybe they won’t want to come,” suggested Delia, 
“‘but we'll ask them anyway. A club has to have lots of 
people to make it interesting. Now remember, one week 
from today at two o'clock sharp we meet here and we'll 
have everything ready to begin.” 

As the girls closed the front door the coo-coo came out 
of his door and five times told Delia there was a “‘Lot-to-do, 
Lot-to-do,”’ and she smiled back, ‘““Yes, indeed there is—I 
have to write that constitution and ask mother about some 
rules.”” (To be continued.) 


RUTH’S LITTLE SECRET 


Jaunita Gates 


Two little girls were in the garden talking about their 
school life. Little Helen found it quite hard to get her 
lessons at night, and knew it was very easy for her playmate, 
Ruth, so she asked her how it was that she found her home- 
work so easy. 

“Well,” answered Ruth, “‘it is my own little secret, 
but as you are my very best little friend, I will tell you. 
Just before I sit down to my studies, I go into the Silence, 
saying, “Ihe Spirit does my work, and it is very easy for me.’ 
I say this over and over, and sure enough, it works, but the 
big thing is, you have to forget everything else, and grow 
very still before it will work. Now you try it, Helen, and 
if you do what I say, I am sure it will help you.” 

That night little Helen did what Ruth said to do, and 
sure enough, she got her lessons very easily, the answers 
seemed to be the very first thing that she read, and Helen 
has been doing that ever since. 


Turn on the lights in are ey 

Leave not a shadow there; 
But keep it lit the whole year through, 
And shining everywhere. —B. 
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SIR SMILE-UP’S HAPPY EASTER BAND 


Mary Brewerton Witt 
CHARACTERS 


SMILE-UPs Leader of the Band. 

FairigEs OF SURPRISE—Cheer-Ups, Chirk-a-Nups, Merry 
Dancing Eyes, Happy Hearts, Hurry-Ups, Butterfly 
and Buttercup. 

Jov—A little boy dressed in yellow and various bright 
Spring colors. 

Love—A tiny boy or girl dressed in blue rose color, with 
bow and arrows. 

THE FLoweRs—Rose, Violet and Daisy, three girls cos- 
tumed as flowers. 

BeELLs—Seven boys and girls in gray costumes with each a 
different colored sash or scarf. 


CURTAIN—Smile-Ups in center of stage. On his right is Butter- 
cup Fairy; on his left is Butterfly Fairy. In the background are 
the Fairies of Surprise. 


SmiLe-Ups—[Turns to right and left, bowing to each 


Fairy] — 
Good friends, we know ’tis Easter time, give your attention 
pray, 
We greet our friends, Miss Buttercup and Butterfly so gay. 
And Cheer-Ups too, and Chirk-a-Nups, and Merry Danc- 
ing Eyes, 
Bring Happy Hearts with all his tarts, those children of 
surprise. 
[As each name is mentioned the Fairies of Surprise 


gather about Smile-Ups. ] 

BuTTERCUP— 

Dear Smile-Ups, I am here this morn to give you all a 
greeting, 

And I have worn my yellow robe to cheer this happy 
meeting. 

BUTTERFLY— 


I too, have come on Easter day, and with me Dancing Eyes, 
And Cheer-Up Men and Hurry-Ups, to make it a surprise. 
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CHEER-Ups— 

We've raked the lawn and pulled the weeds, and helped the 
blossoms bloom; 

We've waved our banners to the world, and chased away 
the gloom. 


[Smile-Ups waves his hand. ] 

SMILE-Ups— 

*Tis very well, now hasten, friends, and call our flowers 
forth, 

See! here they come from every side, East, South, West and 
North. 

They raise their heads from rocks and rills, they peep from 
blades of grass, 

They wave their tasseled banners, to all the folks that pass. 


[Flowers run tip-toe to center of stage. ] 
FLoweRs—[In concert] — 


Dear Smile-Ups, we are here in time to greet this happy day, 

We've come to smile upon the world, and here is Joy to stay. 

*Tis April ushered Easter in, so she is ours this year, 

She’s donned for us her finest gown, in green she does appear. 
[April, dressed in green, leads little Joy by the hand.] 

APRIL— 

I caught this happy little man, I caught him just like this, 

I —_— = and held it fast, while his bright lips I 

issed. 
We could not do without his smile, as every one knows well, 
So we will keep him for our play, and Joy will never tell. 


[Rose steps to middle of stage. ] 


RosE— 


Look, Smile-Ups, I have caught a prize; Dame Spider 
helped me too, 

She wove a web about the dear, this little lad in blue. 

With rosy sash, and arrows five, now guess who he may be? 

His name is Love—we caught him fast within the Cheer- 
Up tree. 


[Violet steps forward. ] 
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VIOLET— 


I am a gentle flower, friends; I bless the world each day. 
I whisper, “‘Have humility, in all your work and play.” 


[Daisy steps forward. } 


Daisy— 

I have come, the star-eyed flower you see, to cheer this little 
band. 

I grace each lawn or meadow sweet; I touch each helping 
hand. 


[Rose, Violet and Daisy join hands and speak in 
concert. ] 


Rose, VIOLET, DAisy— 

We nod our heads to happy Love, for he shall with us stay, 

Sir Smile-Ups needs him ever more, to keep the Grumps 
away. 


[Flowers courtesy and step back, and Love comes for- 
ward with bow and quiver of arrows. ] 


Love— 

I’ve shot at all the shadows that loomed up in the wood, 

I’ve waved this rosy scarf of Love to children that are good; 

I’ve pricked the sleepy minded, with my arrows sharp and 
long, 

Till they have waked to rub their eyes, and sing a merry 
song. 

[April steps forward. ] 

APRIL— 

I've learned from Merry Smile-Ups to smile right through 
my tears, 

So, every flower greets the day, and gone are foolish fears. 


[Bells represented by seven children pulling ropes and 
singing in concert. } 
BELLs— 


*Tis Easter, happy Easter, our Smile-Ups Fay is near, 
And Joy and Love and Blossoms, and all the Cheers are 


here; 
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*Tis Easter, happy Easter, when all must rise and sing, 
Sweet praises to the God of All, thus merry bells we ring. 


[Smile-Ups to center of stage, while all the Band 
wave their arms in some pretty motion. ] 
SmiLe-Ups— 


Dear Friends, we stand for smiles of Love and Happy 
Hearts, ’tis true, 

With praises to our little Band [bows to stage company] 
and praises, friends to you [bows to audience] . 


[CURTAIN] 


GOD THE GOOD 
N. W. KeIcHTLEY 


Clear on the morning air, 

Winging the wide world through; 
Angels this message bear, 

“Only the good is true.” 


Childrens’ clear voices swell 
Praises their God unto; 
This the glad truth they tell; 
“Only the good is true.” 


Nodding its yellow head, 
Shedding sweet fragrance, too; 
Softly the daisy said, 
“Only the good is true.” 


Sweetly the thrush’s song 
Blends with the dove’s soft coo; 
Echoing all day long, 
““Only the good is true.” 
This be my daily charge, 
the “‘one thing I do;” 
Spread to the world at large, 
“Only the good is true.” 


Say, I’ve got a secret to tell you, 
And it’s just simply this: 
The easiest way to wipe out a wrong 
Is to fill up its place with a kiss. —B. 
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DONALD AND THE MOCKING BIRD 


Mrs. Wes.Ley Peacock 


DEAR! O dear!” cried little Donald, “‘I 
wish it would stop raining and I could go out 
and play. Who can have any fun when it 
rains all the time?” 
Just then a mocking bird from a tree just 
outside of the window began to sing. 
Donald’s mamma said, “See how happy 
the mocking bird is. He doesn’t mind the rain 
because he knows it will make the trees and flowers green 
and pretty, and lots of things grow for birds and animals 
and us to eat. You wouldn’t let a little bird thank God for 
rain and you forget how much good it does?” 

“Well, I just guess I won’t,” said little Donald; “‘be- 
cause when it rains I don’t have to water the lawn,” and he 
put on his raincoat and hat and ran out to sail toy boats and 
play in the mud. That night it had stopped raining and the 
moon shone bright. Donald awoke and wanted a drink, but 
he was afraid to go to the bathroom and get it, even if the 
moon was shining right in his window, so he awakened his 
mamma, and asked her if she would get it for him. But 
before she could answer a mocking bird from the housetop 
began to sing. 

“O mamma!” said little Donald, “it is the mocking 
bird, and he is singing in the night.” 

“Tt is a brave little bird that isn’t afraid to sing in the 
night,”” said his mamma. 

Again the brave bird made Donald ashamed, and he 
jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom for a drink of 
water. When he came back he said, “I guess God will take 
care of me in the dark just the same as he does the mocking 
bird, for my Sunday school teacher told us it said in the 
Bible that ‘He watches even the sparrow’s fall.’ ”’ 

Then his mamma told him that the mocking bird was 
named “mocking bird’ because he mocked all the other 
birds’ songs, but in the night when he was alone he sang his 
own sweet song. 

The next morning Donald said, ‘“‘Mamma, I am going 


to see how much I can find out about the mocking bird 
today.” 
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That night, after Donald’s mamma had heard him say 
his prayers, he said: ‘“‘Mamma, I want to tell you all I 
know about the mocking bird. He is a pretty good size 
bird, about ten inches long, and his back is gray like ashes; 
below he is like my white shirt when it gets dirty, and his tail 
feathers and wings are a brownish black with the feathers 
edged in white, and his wings and tail are white underneath. 
He builds his nest in the low branches of the tree or in the 
bushes. He makes his nest out of twigs, pieces of grass and 
leaves. Some nests have only three eggs and others have 
five, and they are kind of dirty greenish-blue eggs with tiny 
brown spots on them. Tomorrow I am going to find out all 


about the dove. Good-night mamma, dear.” 


KITTY AND HER FRIEND 


Mivprep ELLEN Jouns (age 9) 


One day at my aunt’s in the country, I was sitting on 
the front porch reading WEE Wispom. Kitty came and 
laid down on the step in the sunshine, and went fast asleep. 
Aunty’s neighbor has two mischievous dogs, one black and 


one white, named Jet and Curly. 

When they saw kitty lying fast asleep on the step, 
they must have thought what fun it would be to frighten her, 
so they gave a loud bark, and kitty was up and away. 
Cousin Roy keeps his donkey in a lot just east of the house. 
Now as there were no trees to climb, and kitty could see no 
other way of escape, what do you suppose she did? Why! 
she just climbed up on donkey’s back, and when her sharp 
claws pricked him, he started to run as fast as ever he could, 
with the dogs chasing after. 

He ran up to the fence and stopped, with kitty still on 
his back, and waited till the dogs came up. Then he 
kicked up both his hind feet at them, and how they scam- 
pered for their home! When they were out of sight, kitty 
descended from her place of safety, and came and laid 
down again in the sunshine. 


First the seeds and then the flowers— 
Loving thoughts make shining hours. 
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DORIS AND HER FAIRIES 


Mary B. ParrisH 


HIS IS the story of a dear little girl whose name 
is Doris. She lives in a big white house, on the 
top of the hill, and in her yard are the loveliest, 
big, shady trees to play under, and the nicest, 
thickest carpet of blue-grass, all sprinkled over 
with clover blossoms. 

Now Doris, who is a dear little girl with 

laughing blue eyes and a smiling mouth, has 

many friends who live on the same high hill; nice boys and 

girls who love her and like to play in her yard; but Doris is 

a strange little girl and tho’ she loves her friends very much, 
she would rather play by herself. 

On this particular day, an aunt whom Doris had never 
seen had come to visit her mamma and papa. She had 
brought Doris such pretty shells too, from a place called 
“the beach”’ in California. This new aunty was young and 
so pretty, and Doris knew she was going to like her very 
much. She had such twinkling eyes that laughed at you all 
the time. 

Now today, all her little playmates were calling to her 
to come and join them in a great game of hide-and-seek, but 
Doris didn’t want to play hide-and-seek, and she told them 
she “‘didn’t b’lieve she wanted to play now,” so they ran 
off without her. As Doris took her dollie and her little tin 
dishes and went off to the corner of the yard under the big 
maple tree, her mother, Mrs. Bailey, remarked to the newly 
arrived aunty: 

“Doris is the strangest child you ever saw, Helen. She 
will walk away from a crowd of children and play all by 
herself, quite content and happy. The strange part of it is 
when I ask her if she is lonely she always say, “Oh no, 
mamma! there’s the other little girl with me, you know.’ ” 

“How queer,” said Aunt Helen. “I must get better 
acquainted with this little niece, that’s sure.” 

Just here Mrs. Bailey was called to the telephone, so 
Aunt Helen took a magazine from the table and strolled out 
into the yard. Ass she came to the big lilac bush she heard 
Doris on the other side of it, talking. She listened, and this 
is what she heard: 
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“Well, little girl, my aunty just comed today, and 
that’s why I didn’t talk to you and play wif you yet. My 
aunty comed a long ways, and she’s pretty and I luves her.” 

“Bless the child,” thought Aunt Helen, “I'll have a 
talk with her.” Walking around the lilac bush she said, 
“Well, Doris, playing all alone?” 

““No aunty,” said the little girl, “‘there’s someone wif 
me. Mamma says I can’t hear anyone talk to me when I’m 
by myse’f, but I est know I can.” 

““Maybe it’s the fairies," suggested aunty. ‘Come 
and sit by me and tell me about it.” 

So Doris came and sat down beside her on the soft, 
green grass. ‘“Well,”’ she said, “‘first, when I gets all by 
myse’f this little girl “est talks to me and tells me fings.”’ 

““What does she tell you, Doris >” 

“Oh, ‘est fings. One day I was mad at bruvver and 
her told me there was a little heart-house wite here [touching 
her heart] where every fing that I thought about lives. Her 
said somebody lives there who is sorry as sorry can be when 
I’m mad at anybody, and ’at every time I gets mad at any- 
body it makes a black spot on the nice, clean walls of my 
little heart-house, and ’at if I keeps on gettin’ madder ’n’ 
madder, after awhile my little heart-house’ll get all black 
instead of clean and shiny.” 

“Why Doris, that somebody who lives in your little 
heart-house is Love,”’ said Aunt Helen. “‘It’s a dear little 
fairy who will guard all your thoughts, and keep you from 
ever getting angry or sick, or cross any more, if you will 
let it.”” 

“Oh goody,” said our little girl, “I’m ‘est going to let 
that fairy live in me all the time. An’ Aunt Helen, my 
little girl tells me “bout anuvver fairy ‘at lives in a place 
called my ‘mind-house,’ an’ she says whenever I think about 
enyfing real hard, I make it really truly honest. When I 
hurted my finger on the cutter-grass [grass-cutter] she said 
I must think ‘at it was all well an’ it wouldn’t hurt a bit, an’ 
when I thought that, it was sure “nough well.” 

“*Ah, that’s true, little girl. I think this ‘other little 
girl’ is teaching you some valuable lessons. What else does 
she tell you>”’ 

““Oh, she says that if I always fink about good things, 
and be good to ev’ ybody I'll never, never be sick, an’ when 


14 WEE WISDOM 


I come here and play wif her an’ my dollie she tells me ~ 
pretty stories—oh, “est the prettiest ones. All about how 
God made all the tress and the grass, and the flow’rs and 
everything. Bruvver telled me there was a boog’ man, but 
my little girl said he ‘est didn’t know, cause there wasn’t. 
She said there wasn’t any single thing in the world could 
hurt me if I just "membered ’bout God is Love, and always 
was happy and kind to ev’ ybody.” 

dear little girl,” said Aunt Helen, have a 
kingdom all your own, and if I mistake not you are on the 
right road to ruling it. Go ahead, Doris, and listen to the 
little girl, and some day when you can understand I will 
explain to you that it is the Spirit of Truth within you, mak- 
ing you to know these things that have been hidden from 
some of the wisest people that ever lived, simply because they 
would not listen to the Voice within.” 

“*An’ Aunt Helen, when it gets night and I’m all alone 
in the dark, my little girl says there ain’t nothin’ to be ’fraid 
of, cause God’s there all the time "est the same.” 

“He is, Doris, he is with us always, but sometimes we 
think we-can’t see him m the dark, and so we forget he is 
there,” replied Aunt Helen. ‘“‘But tell me, Doris, what is — 
the reason you listen to this little girl and why do you do 
everything she says?” 

““Why-ee “cause I luves her, Aunt Helen. You can’t 
ever do nothin’ folks wants you to less’n you luves ’em.” 

“You're a wise little girl, my Doris, and I think I must 
do some explaining to that mother of yours,” and Aunt 
Helen kissed little Doris and left her to go on with her play, 
while she walked slowly back to the house to explain to 
mamma about Doris and her fairies. 


Just a little every day— 

That’s the way 
Seeds in darkness swell and grow, 
Tiny blades put through the snow. 

Never a flower of May 
Leaps to blossom in a burst; 
Slowly, slowly, at the first-— 

That’s the way! 
Just a little every day. 

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 
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REGAINING HER KINGDOM 


Marion H. Irons 


O MILDRED had given up, yes, actually 

given up, gee!” and Tom kicked savagely at 

a chunk of icy dirt lying conveniently near 

his foot, as he blinked back stinging tears and 

tried to swallow the big lumps which persisted 

in rising in his throat. “‘And all because she 

could not give any presents at a birthday 

merry-making in the home—girls were funny, 

anyway! Why, she hadn’t cried or given up so, even when 

told that she could never give music or painting lessons again, 

and that she might never walk, or at least not for months to 

come. No, sir! not even when the months had turned into 

years and she was yet in bed, had she ever been anything 

but patient and resigned—too patient, for it had given those 

others a chance to gradually reduce her to a cipher, yes, 
sir, a mere cipher in her own home!” 

Again he kicked at the frozen chunk of dirt, and it 
went flying across the yard where it hit the black-stockinged 
leg of a thin little girl, about eleven years old, who gave an 
agonized “‘Ouch!’’ as she hopped about holding on to the 
injured leg, and making wry faces, as she looked angrily at 
bis whose face was expressing regret and deep chagrin as 
well. 

“I didn’t mean to do that at all, Pal; I didn’t know 
you were there; does, does it hurt much? I’m awful sorry, 
cross my heart, I am,” exclaimed Tom all in a breath, as he 
ran towards Pal, who began to look mollified at once, for 
Tom was her hero, and one can stand being hurt by their 
hero, if that hero expresses sorrow for the hurt, and surely 
both Tom’s face and words were expressing the same now, 
but all the same it would never do to let him off too easily. 

Pal’s small face took on an expression of as great 
dignity as it could, under the circumstances, and anyone 
knows that holding onto one leg, and having to give occa- 
sional hops on the other one, to preserve one’s balance, is 
’ not very conducive to dignity of any kind. Pal felt this 
rather keenly and perhaps made her tone sharper than she 
intended to in the first place as she greeted Tom’s query 
with, ““What’s got into you, anyway, Tom Rogers, that you 
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should be standing in the back yard looking as black as a 
thunder cloud, and muttering to yourself, and then kicking 
poor pieces of frozen dirt away cross the yard the way you 
did just now?” 

One look at Tom’s face showed her that, whatever it 
was that troubled him, has been bad enough to make him 
cry, for his eyes were red and his mouth looked grim, as he 
looked at her without saying a word for a moment, then 
jerked his head towards the house, and looked at Mildred’s 
rooms, and then back at Pal, and swallowed hard. 

“So it’s them, is it, and what have they been doing to 
Mildred now >” she asked severely, as she too looked towards 
the house. 

“Oh, just letting her know how offended they are be- 
cause she said she was sorry that she couldn’t give any of 
them presents this year—”’ 

““How could they expect her to get them presents ? 
None of us are earning a cent, and they have borrowed or 
coaxed all her own trinkets away from her long ago,” and 
Pal’s eyes filled with tears. 

““They—they wanted her to hint to her old friends that 
she wanted a cake, fruits, and other things, and when she 
told them she just couldn’t do such a thing, they talked 
about her being such an expense to them, and how much it 
cost to live until she turned her face to the wall, and 
wouldn’t speak—not even to me,” and Tom’s voice qua- 
vered a bit. “‘She’s given up, just p-l-u-m-b u-p, and all be- 
cause of their old birthdays, drat "em, anyway. I don’t see 
how five such people, and all in the same family too, ever 
came to have the same birthday unless the Lord thought the 
fifth of a day apiece was enough for the likes of them!” 
and Tom scowled darkly as he looked at the house, as tho’ 
the mere sight of it reminded him of unpleasant things—as 
indeed it did at the present time. ; 

Five years before, when Mildred’s father, John 
Frazier, had led him and Pal (ragged and dirty little 
orphans whom nobody wanted) up the steps of the large 
house, it had seemed a palace, the very acme of wealth and 
splendor to them; and the love and care showered upon 
them by Mildred, herself motherless, made the home a ver- 
itable heaven to the forlorn orphans who had long been met 
with cold or averted looks from others who feared they might 
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be called upon to contribute to the children’s support. 

For two happy years the children grew and thrived in 
this blessed haven of refuge, and then Mr. Frazier, heart- 
broken over financial trouble, brought about by his partner, 
passed away suddenly, leaving Mildred with almost nothing 
to support herself and the two children, whom she would 
not think of giving up, or sending to the orphan asylum. 

After the first shock of her grief, she set to work 
bravely enough, and soon had a large class of pupils, to 
whom she taught music and drawing or painting, for it was 
well known that she was a fine musician and had taken 
special training along these lines, in case she might ever want 
to teach them: her parents holding that everyone should 
have some way of supporting himself. How -thankful 
Mildred felt to them now for that same training which was 
to be the means of her making a home for herself and the 
children in this dark hour when all seemed lost. 

That is, all but the house and furnishings which had 
been given to her by her mother, together with a small income 
sufficient to pay the taxes, and a few repairs each year. 
Mrs. Frazier, well knowing her husband’s too easy-going 
disposition, and never quite trusting his business partner, 
who was also a distant cousin, had made this arrangement 
years before when Mildred was quite a small girl, in order 
to make sure that the old home, which had been her father’s 
wedding gift to her, would never fall into the hands of her 
husband’s partner should a financial crisis arise. But for 
this fact, Mildred and the two children might have found 
themselves homeless, for Mr. Keith was joint guardian with 
her over the children, and insisted that Mildred put the home 
into his hands to sell, or else allow his family to live in the 
house with her that he might look after the children better. 
Mildred was firm in her determination to keep the home as 
her mother would have wished her to do, and also in her 
resolve to live alone in her home, for she knew that Mr. and 
Mrs. Keith had never liked the two children, and had been 
very bitter against her father keeping them in the first place, 
and she felt that they must have harmony in the home, if 
nothing else. So Mr. Keith went away much disgruntled, 
reminding her that he had some power over the children, and 
he would use it too. This did not worry Mildred, for her 
father had said that the children were to always remain 
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with her, and under her training, and she felt that Mr. Keith 


would not concern himself in any matter that did not mean a 
financial gain to him in some way, so unless they “‘struck it 
rich” he would be apt to let them entirely alone for some time 
to come. 

With her father’s housekeeper for counsel and guide, 
regarding household matters and the children, and her large 
classes, Mildred faced the future bravely and did more than 
provide food and fuel, though her mind was always full of 
misgivings and fears that something would happen to over- 
whelm them in some way, which she could not overcome. 
She expressed these fears so often that Mrs. Halkett took her 
to task one day by asking sharply, ““Why do you always 
cross bridges before you come to them, Miss Mildred, and 
before you even know there are any in sight or will be? It 
looks to me like tempting Providence to be always looking 
for dark things, when you have so many bright things to 
think of, and be thankful for. Now if I was Providence, 
I would be tempted to send you some trouble like sickness 
so you could not teach for awhile, just to make you appreci- 
ate what I had been giving you and— 

““That’s what I’ve been afraid of happening, Mrs. 
Halkett, and then what would become of the poor children >?” 
and Mildred looked so doleful Mrs. Halkett patted her on 
the shoulder, and assured her that in that case they would 
all stand by her until she was better again, then made her 
drink a cup of hot milk and lie down, for it was only when 
she was very tired that Mildred expressed her fears so often 
before the children, and Mrs. Halkett knew that it was de- 
pressing them also, and “they were doing their best, the 
dears, too!” 

Indeed they were, as Tom earned enough for all his 
clothing, by doing odd jobs, and Pal ran errands and 
earned enough to keep her in shoes, no small task for such 
an active little lass, and one “‘so hard on her shoes,”’ as Mrs. 
Halkett often said. 

In spite of her fears, Mildred was too busy to grieve 
over the past, and as the year sped by was surprised to find 
that she was not only winning out well financially, but was 
becoming quite reconciled to their circumstances in other 
ways, for the children were doing well in school, and very 
devoted to her, and Tom was growing more manly every day 
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and would soon be able to earn more than his clothes, during 
the coming vacation through the summer months—that is, 
if he only kept as well as he was now, but what if he should 
meet with some accident! and Mildred grew quite pale at 
the thought, which so filled her mind that she walked out on 
a crossing at the same moment an automobile turned the 
corner. (To be continued.) 


JUST BEING HAPPY 
Just ag happy is a fine thing to 


Looking on the bright side 
Rather than the blue: 
Sad or sunny musing 
Is largely in the choosing, 
And just being happy 


Is brave work, and true. 


— Just being happy helps other souls 
along, 
Their burdens may be heavy, 
And they not strong; 
And your own sky will lighten 
If other skies you brighten 
By just being happy 
With a heart full of song. 
—Selected. 


GOD KNOWS BEST 
M. J. THurRssy 


Little Allie had been taught by her mother that God 
knows what is best for us. Allie, likes many little Wee 
Wees, was very fond of cake and longed for a second piece 

of her favorite kind, but mamma had to tell it was not best. 

Little Allie sat very still for a few moments, seemingly 
thinking; then, looking up with a bright smile, said: 
“‘Mamma, I have just ath’d dear Jesus if I could have one 
more piece of mamma’s very nice cake, and he said, ‘Surely, 
if mamma is real willing.’ ” 

What could a loving mother do after so sweet a 
compliment and the result of her own teaching, but be “‘very 
willing”’ ? 
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THE ROBIN’S SONG 


There was a pretty robin, 
With a lovely scarlet vest, 
And he sang so quaint and queerly 
As he sat beside hs nest. 
That the little children listened 
To hear the glad, sweet song, 
And this is what he sang and whistled 
All day long— 


“Cheer up, Dearie, cheer up!” 


Above his head the apple blossoms, 
Arrayed in pink and white, 
Took the message to their hearts, 
And blushed with strange delight 
And every dainty blossom 
Seemed bending low to hear 
The robin gaily singing, 
With voice so blithe and clear— 
““Cheer up, Dearie, cheer up!”" 


A child looked up and whistled 
The pretty song of love; 
And the robin bent to listen 
From his leafy nest above. 
Then joined the lovely chorus 
Till the orchard rang with joy, 
At the singing of the robin, 
And the whistling of the boy— 


““Cheer up, Dearie, cheer up!” 


And some whose hearts were weary. 
Took courage at the song. 
The way was not so dreary, 
The path was not so long. 
For Love divine has lightened 
The burden of the day, 
And each went gladly singing 
Along the shining way— 
“Cheer up, Dearie, cheer up!” 
—From “Sunshine Bulletin.” 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 
gaging radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 
Motto—Love never faileth. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—Ali reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


F COURSE you all know that this meeting is 
held in honor of Easter. The Boosters at the 
Sunday School here will have a great time on 
Easter Sunday. They will recite pieces about 
Easter, and will sing songs about the wonder- 
ful day, and will each get an Easter egg and a 
cute little symbol of the life everlasting. 

Did you ever think, dears, that when a 
seed sprouts it is no longer a seed. It has ceased to be a - 
mere little speck, but is born into a beautiful plant which can 
produce thousands of other seeds. All that the plant re- 
quires is sunshine and water. Each of us is like a plant seed. 
We have the power to become wonderful creations of good, 
if we but will to do the highest and best in us. We will no 
longer be seeds, but we shall grow into great, strong, sturdy 
trees and plants which bear luscious fruits and seeds. Our 
tree must be watered by unselfishness and sunned with loving- 
kindness. The fruits of the tree will be happiness. This 
happiness will be carried in the heart of everyone who comes 
in sight of our wonderful tree of Love. This tree is ours if 
we will but hearken to the pulse of God's life, and will but 
let unselfishness break us away from our little likes and dis- 


likes. 


- 


Lots of folks are writing to know just what is the 
object of the Booster Club and what is required to become 
a member. Gracious, don’t you all know what the Booster 
Club is for? It is for the purpose of spreading joy, love 
and gladness throughout all the world. There are Boosters 
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all over the globe. Each Booster is bound to do his very 
best to let the Christ-Child be his guide and adviser. Some 
places where there are a lot of Boosters, they form into a 
little club, and the members work together to help spread the 
wonderful message of freedom and love among their play- 
mates. They give their friends copies of WEE WISDOM 
(which can be had free by writing me for them). They do 
kindnesses for not only anyone who is in trouble, but for 
mamma and papa as well. They teach the message of 
health to the sick and make them well. In other words, they 
boost happiness and joy wherever they go. 

Don’t you want to be a Booster? Just write me and 
ask to be enrolled a member, and you will become one of 
the WEE WispoM Boosters. Most of the clubs write us 
reports and tell the other clubs what they are doing. Lots 
‘ of Boosters who do not have clubs, do so many good things 

that they write the club about them. 
A; Now that you all understand the mission of the Booster 
Club, let’s have just lots of reports for the May WEE Wis- 
DOM. Lets have so many reports that we shall have to get 
out an extra big WEE- Wispom like we are doing this 
month. Write the report now so that it will be here safely © 
“for the May meeting. RoyYAL. 


Boulder, Colo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—l! would like to join your Booster Club. | 


am an eight-year-old boy. I like Wee Waispom and mother likes 
Unity. Yours truly, Baird Richardson. 
Welcome, Baird! We are glad to make you one of us. 
Oceanside, Cal. 
Dear Wet Wispom—We are a Truth Club named the “Golden 
Key Club.” We have been organized six months, have thirteen mem- 
bers, and are still growing. We take the Sunday School lessons from 
Wee Wisdom magazine, and we are memorizing the Unity Sunday 
School Catechism, studying together each Sunday. We are going to 
meet in a public hall soon, so that anyone may come that is so inclined. 
We feel that you would like to have the Golden Key Club numbered 
among the Boosters, so we make application right now. We had a 
pretty Christmas tree on Christmas eve. The children furnished the 
program. This club takes the place of the Sunday School, and fills it 
to overflowing. Sadie S. Merrill is President, and the Secretary is 
yours in Truth, Maude M. Mathews, for the GoLDEN Key Cxus. 
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Wee Wispom and her Boosters are glad to add the 
thirteen ““Golden Keys”’ to their bunch. Surely all the won- 
derful doors to joy and achievement will be unlocked now. 
You are heartily welcomed. 


Here’s a letter from Ella Pigeon. Isn’t that a cunning 
name? It makes you think of wings and long flights. But 
Ella has flown in to us for the purpose of finding out how 
to form a club that shall radiate sunshine, and help the world 
grow better. We are leaving it for our Royal, Secretary, to 
give inquiring Boosters, in his address before this month's 
club, the necessary instructions for club forming. 

Gerald, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—l am eleven years old and like WEE Wispom 
very much. I am inclosing fifteen cents for a Booster pin. Will you 
let me join you? We want to have a club meeting at our house. It 
is very nice to read the letters of all the Boosters. I wish you would 
tell me how to form a club. The stories in WEE WispoM are always 
very nice. Lovingly, Ella Pigeon. 


N. Pelham, N. Y. 
Dear Boosters—This little lady 
has expressed a desire to become a 
member of the Booster Club. She 
just naturally belongs, as every face 
brightens and begins to express joy 
at the mere sight of her. She knows 
the motto, and used it this morning to 
demonstrate over what she called “an 
uncomfo’ble feeling in her ear.” 
God bless you all! Yours sincerely, 
Mrs. Dorothy M. Stone. 


Such a welcome has our 
Booster Club for this sweet 
= 
gathers for a kiss and hand- 
shake. She’s a genuine sun- 


beam, and the world will never grow dark where she radiates. 


San Francisco, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—By request of my Sunday School | am 
sending this little story that I wrote from-a little demonstration I made 
not long ago. Yours in Truth. Jaunita Gates. 
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You'll find Jaunita’s little story under the title, ““Ruth’s 
Little Secret.” We strongly suspect Jaunita played the 
part of Ruth. Heer little secret will prove for you, as it 
did for Helen, an open sesame to hard lessons. 

Dear Wet Wispom—I have been so busy with my school work 
that I have not had time to write to you. January twenty-second was 
my birthday, and I had a party. I am in a club called the Players’ 
Club and we are reading Shakespeare's stories. I cannot say | am 
seven any more, because I am eight after my birthday. Yours truly, 

Helen Louise Cartwright. 


We shall be glad to hear about the Players’ Club, and 
trust Helen will tell us how they and Shakespeare progress. 


Here is an encouraging word from Muriel. It makes 
us feel that we are growing in number and importance. We 
have a welcome and a greeting for our new friends of the 
Berkeley Club. 

Berkeley, Cal. 
Dear Sir—I have organized a Booster Club at my home in 
Berkeley, California, and the following have joined and want member- 
ship cards: Jessamine Brown, Katherine Curry, Dotty Lance and 
Grace Noble. We are all enjoying Wee Wispom very much. Sin- 

cerely yours, Muriel Greene. 

West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We had our last lesson on starfish yesterday. 
Mrs. Towner loaned us her starfish, and it was a fine one and was all 
there but the teeth. Everybody in the club said they wished they could 
see a real live starfish once, and | suppose Mrs. Hardy has seen lots 
of them in her life, and all the other things her lessons are about. We 
didn’t have a real Valentine party this year, but we did have a fine 
Valentine lunch and all the club enjoyed it. Genevieve Goldie has 
been a visitor at our last two meetings and seems to like the healing part 
very much. She said that ever since Mamie Towner had taught her 
the healing words of Truth she says them every night and is teaching 
them to her two little brothers. Thank you for the statements you 
sent, and we don’t intend to slip on the ice so much any more, and 
it’s going to be nice to feel safe in slippery places. We had.a big 
snowstorm here and there was some awful big drifts, and I guess we 
children would have had a hard time getting to school if the snow- 
plow hadn't broken a path first. From the way it looks now you 
would think we were in the middle of winter, but some spring birds 
have come around to eat the stuff we put out for winter birds, so | 
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guess Spring can't be far off. My report is later than usual, but | 
think it will get there in time if I can send it out today. Mother is 
writing a moving picture play for us now instead of a story, and she 
hopes it will teach some good Practical Christianity lessons to every- 
body. She doesn't let us go to many of the plays that come here, or 
go herself. I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Balizel, Sec. 


If Ernest wasn’t the very first with his report he was in 
good season, and we all enjoy the way the West Branch 
Boosters get about knowing and doing things. When his 
mother gets that picture play finished we'll want to borrow 
or rent the films for the entertainment of our many clubs. 
Wouldn't it be nice if Ernest and his mother could make the 
tour with the films, and tell the story that the apsaniad il- 
lustrate. 


Edmonton, Alta, Canada. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This is 
Master Earle Fillmore Saunders and 
his kitten “Nigger.” Earl is chuckling 
io himself and wondering what the 
Boosters will think of “Nig.” 
Mrs. Mae. M. Saunders. 
We think “‘Nig”’ is a splen- 
did, well-behaved cat, and Earle 
is a fine playfellow. We are 
glad to make Boosters of them. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Little Wee Wispom—My 
sister Olive’s birthday was Thursday, 
the ninth of March. I take WEE 
Wispom to school and my teacher 
reads it to me. I was ten the second 
of February. I have four little and 
big dolls. One is named Permilia, and 
another Whitie, and another Pinkie, 
and the other Rosalie. How is little 
Elizabeth and all the other little Wees? 
Earle Fillmore Saunders I would like to see the other little 
and his kitten, “Nigger.” girls from Kansas City, Mo. With 
fond love to Wee Wispom, Irene Parker. 


What pretty names Irene’s dollies have, and hasn’t she 
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a family of them though? Of course, being brought up by 
a Booster they must all be very good children. 

All the other little girls in Kansas City would like to 
see you too, Irene, and who knows? Perhaps some day you 
will come to Kansas City. 

Beaux Ari Village, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I want to be a Booster. I think the motto 
splendid, and would like to wear the pin. I am seven years old. 


With love, _ Hella Hentschel. 


Its worth the while, Hella, to have something that 
never fails you, and it surely follows when your heart is 
filled with this Something for every living creature, you can 
see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 

Kokomo, Ind. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This is the first letter 1 have written you. I 
have no story to tell, or anything like that, but I'm letting you know 
that I am a true Booster. James Burkhalter. 


Good for James! That’s just what the world needs 
most—**True Boosters.” 


THE TIMID VIOLETS 


Marcaret CLarK (age 9 years) 


Timid little violets 
Playing hide and seek, 
But it wasn’t fair 
To round a corner peek. 


Naughty little breezes 

Thought they’d play a prank 
On the timid violets 

Growing by the bank. 


Softer and ever neare: 
Through the shining dew 

Crept the breezes silently 
Till they saw a few. 


But the violets didn’t know 

The wind had taken a peep, 
For every little flower 

Was more than sound asleep. 


WEE WISDOM 


Lesson 2, APRIL 9 
FENEAS AND DORCAS—Acts 9: 32-43. 

GotpeN Text—In all things showing thyself an example of good 
works.—Titus 2:7. 

This is a wonderful story about Peter going to Lydda and healing 
7Eneas and raising Dorcas from the dead. But Peter was a wonder- 
ful man, and the method he used to heal was more wonderful still; 
yet the greatest of the wonders was not told in the story at all. It 
was left for us to guess, like a riddle. The prize for those who are 
wise enough to guess the answer is all of joy and love and plenty their 
lives can hold. Isn’t that worth trying for? 

The secret wonder is this: Peter represents a force in each of 
us which is called faith. It is within the center of the brain, and with 
this force we can, if we allow it to grow and develop, do all the 
things which Peter did. We can heal the sick, and quicken the dead 
and bring life into Divine Harmony. 

Lydda means strife. If there is strife in the mind, that causes 
inharmony and lack of health in the body; if for any cause we seem 
to lack health in any part of our bodies, we can send Peter, who, 
you know, is Faith, to heal and bring back harmony. That is what 
the healing of AEneas means. We can do those things by using the 
same method Peter used. He said to A-neas—“Jesus Christ maketh 
thee whole.” These are magic words when Peter speaks them. That 
is, when our faith speaks them—when we say them, believing deep 
within our own souls that they are true. 

Jesus told us to pray, believing we had already received. So 
when we say, “Jesus Christ maketh thee whole,” and believe it is true, 
we are praying as Jesus taught and the prayer will surely be answered. 
The fearful, weak prayer brings fear and weakness because that is the 
law. The strong, courageous prayer will bring to us strength and 
courage. When we understand these laws of the Spirit, we can make 
our own lives as beautiful and helpful as we want them to be. This 
is the greatest of all the workers in this story, and the prize goes only 
to those who use what they have learned. 


Lesson 3, APRIL 16 
PETER AND CORNELIUS—Acts 10:1-23. 


Gotpen Text—There is no distinction between Jew and Greek; 
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for the same Lord is Lord of all, and is rich unto all that call upon 
him.—Rom. 10:12. 

There are several thoughts in this story which are of importance 
to us. The first one is contained in these words from the Golden 
Text, “For the same Lord is Lord of all.” Even Peter, who was a very 
good man, had to be taught this lesson. There are many pious folk who 
seem to believe that the Lord belongs to a select few. It is a splendid 
thing for us to remember those few words. They should be written 
where we could see them often. They would help us to get the right 
perspective. We know that a thing may look vastly different from 
different angles. To remember that “the same Lord is Lord of all,” 
will teach us to look upon life and our relation to it from the proper 
angle. It will teach us the true nature of things; it will cure us of 
the habit of looking down at some of our neighbors and perhaps up 
at others. We will learn te look them all squarely in the eye as 
brothers, “for the same Lord is Lord of all.” It will give us a better 
understanding and a greater love for them. 

Cornelius wanted guidance. He wanted to know the right way to 
go, and he prayed. It was in answer to his prayer that the guidance 
came. Peter was sent to tell him the way. Peter, we have learned 
means faith, so through faith the way of life was made known to 
Cornelius. 

We can apply this to ourselves. If we wish for anything, we 
should pray. In the last lesson, we talked about how Jesus told us to 
pray. If we want health we should say, “God is my health,” because 
that is true. The reason we seem to lack it is because we have let 
untrue thoughts into our minds. Then, too, Cornelius gave alms. We 
need to learn to give freely that we may receive freely. Not neces- 
sarily money, although the law works here too, but there are many 
other things to give. If our hearts are always filled with love toward 
all the world, then love will come back to us. If we receive and 
never give, there will come a time when we have received all we can 
take. But if we constantly give of all our good things, more will 
flow to meet our demand. What is one of the Divine Laws which it 
is necessary for us to learn and obey that our lives may be as full of 
good as they were meant to be? 


Lesson 4, APRIL 23 
THE GOSPEL FOR THE GENTILES—Acts 10:24-48. 
Gotpen TExtT—Of a truth I perceive that God is no respecter of 
persons, bul in every nation he that feareth kim and worketh righteous- 
ness is acceptable to him.’—Acts 10:34, 35. ; 
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When Peter had come to Cornelius, he found him with his family 
and friends, anxiously waiting to hear the Truth. While Peter talked 
they began to realize the presence of the Christ-power within each of 
them. That was what Peter had come to tell them. It is what Jesus 
taught; that the kingdom of heaven is within. The only thing 
Cornelius did to get this knowledge was to desire it. He was earnest 
enough and had faith enough to send for Peter, and he got that for 
which he had asked. All the good things of life can be ours if our 
faith and desire are strong enough. If we are willing to be still for 
a few moments each day and listen to the Voice within, we will learn 
how to live. We will gain all of health, and joy and prosperity that 
we wish. We will know the Truth and it will make us free. To be 
still and to pray as though we had already received, that is the way to 
obtain all good things. - 


Lesson 5, APRIL 30 
PETER DELIVERED FROM PRISON—Acts 12:1-19. 


Gotven Text—The angel of Jehovah encampeth round about 
them that fear him, and delivereth them.—Psalm 34:7. 


Today we have another story about Peter. This time he had 
been cast into prison and Herod intended having him killed after the 
Jewish feast days. It was an uncomfortable position, to say the least. 
Things looked rather black for Peter. But while he was sleeping 
with his wrists chained to the guards, an angel of the Lord appeared 
and a light shone into the prison cell. Peter was released and the iron 
gate opened to let them pass. ; 

There are times when things look dark to most of us. At such 
times we should remember how Peter got out of the dark cell. But, 
you will say, “There are no angels going around helping folks these 
days. That was only in Bible times.” 

Let me tell you a secret: Bible times were just the same as 
these times. The material things differed; the costumes and customs, but 
the real things of life are the same always. Angels of the Lord delivered 
folks then and do now. The angels of the Lord are good thoughts. 
Thoughts are things, strong principled, vital. There is no limit to what 
they can do. If we seem in darkness we should shut our eyes and 
open the eye of faith (Peter again, you see) in our mind. Then a 
light will shine into the darkness. We should think good, strong 
thoughts of faith and health, and we will be lifted up out of the hole, 
no matter how deep it seems. These angels of the Lord will never 
fail us if we call upon them. They are as ready to deliver us as 
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they were to deliver Peter, and as they are to deliver all who have 
faith enough to use them. 


Lesson 6, May 7 
THE MISSIONARIES OF ANTIOCH—Acts 11:19-26; 13:1-3. 

GotpEN TExt—Go ve therefore, and make disciples of all the 
nations—Matt. 28:19. 

The disciples had been preaching the gospel in many cities, but 
always to Jews. In Antioch, for the first time, they found many 
Greeks interested. The disciples were called Christians first at 
Antioch. The truths which Jesus taught were for men of all nations. 
All are the sons of God, whatever their nationality. 

This lesson might be taken to mean that we should teach to others 
the Truth which we have learned. We should do this, of course, 
when they seem ready and anxious to receive it. But the very best way 
to prove this Truth to others, is to live it ourselves. I think we can 
get the most good from the lesson if we regard it as applying to our 
inner selves. It may be that we have been using good, true thoughts, 
only when there seemed urgent need of them. The rest of the time 
our thoughts have been allowed to drift, or perhaps we have used them 
for only one thing. Maybe we have been depending upon others to do 
our true thinking for us. None of these ways will keep us in harmony 
at all times as we should be. We must use good thoughts at all times, 
and send them to all parts of the body. These thoughts are our 
missionaries. Every day we should be still and send them to every 
organ. The Word of Life and Strength should be given to every cell 
in our bodies. Barnabas and Saul worked faithfully, and told over and 
over about the Christ. The people responded eagerly. 

If we faithfully speak the Word of health and life and love, 
every organ will respond joyfully and every cell will tingle with life, 
and we will be speaking the gospel of the True Way of life out- 
wardly as well. Our bodies will be so healthy and our lives so har- 
monious and joyful that all who come in contact with us will want to 
find out the way. 


My little boy came in radiant a few days ago and said, 
“Mother, my dog is healed. Miss F. said he had ‘temper 
[he meant distemper] , but I said the prayer and knew God’s 
dog was never sick.”” The dog is now perfectly well. He 
had a bad case of distemper. My son never mentions sick- 
ness. When he has a claim he whispers it to me, then always 
says audibly, “But you know there was never such a thing.” 


—K. J.’W., Chattanooga, Tenn. 


WEE WISDOM 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


Red Robin has come back to us 
and we are happy. He has been here 
two weeks now. He came to us last 
year about this time and stayed until the 
grass was brown, and the wind was cold 
and sharp. Through the long winter he 
has been at a fashionable Southern re- 
sort. He has no love for cold weather. 
He much prefers mild breezes and the 
perfume of flowers. We were at break- 

fast this morning when he came. 

“Who in the world,” said Daddy,*‘is going to eat 
that huge mound of toast? You must have been expecting 
visitors this morning.” At that moment I glanced out of the 
window and there on the walk sat Red Robin, with his 
head on one side, looking in a disapproving sort of way at 
the cherry tree. 

“There is a visitor,” I declared; ““Red Robin has 
returned from the South and toast crumbs, especially when 
delicately browned and buttered, are decidedly to his 
liking.” 

The meal was interrupted while the family paid their 
respects to Red Robin. He took it all calmly enough, not 
even moving at sight of Waffles, for Red Robin had long 
ago discovered that his black, woolly bulk was harmless. 

He is a lordly fellow, is Red Robin, with an air of 
great importance. The sparrows—who all the long winter 
have been occupying the cherry tree and eating from Red 
Robin’s tray—scattered in confusion at his coming. 

That cherry tree does look barren and uninviting. No 
wonder Red Robin regarded it distastefully. No doubt, 
he is thinking how much improved it will be when the leaves 
come out and the cherries ripen. It will be more pleasing to 
the eye, and certainly more satisfactory to the inner bird. 

We do not begrudge Red Robin the cherries; to see 
him flitting about in his neat, brown coat and bright red vest 
through the long summer days is worth a few cherries. 
Then, too, he sets such an excellent example. Never does 
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he neglect his personal appearance. Att all times he is 
neatly and correctly groomed. To be correctly groomed, | 
take it, is to have one’s apparel in keeping with one’s sur- 
roundings. To see Red Robin with a background of folli- 
age, is to know that he keeps this law to the letter. Never 
at any time have I seen him lose his dignity. If an argument 
seems necessary it is conducted in a gentlemanly way. Not 
any silly chitter-chatter, like sparrows, but a few words, 
brief and to the point. 

He is really an education, this Red Robin of ours. 
Nothing more cheerful than his morning greeting can be 
imagined, and so until the cherries ripen, we will continue to 
fill his tray with the things he likes best, and rejoice for very 
love of him. 


GOD ETERNAL 
ANDREW FLYNN 


[These verses were written by a boy of twelve who has some 
unusual ideas about himself. He has a habit of listening to “That 
Something,” as he calls the inner voice, and says while he is listening 
to it he-can’t hear anything else. He has listened to it ever since he 
was four years old. Says he called it Spring then, because it seemed 
like Spring to him. He loves to be in the country. His studies come 
easy to him; he says they seem to him like a review, for he seems to 
have known all of it before, somewhere, sometime.] 


What the race tramples in the ground, 
What most men have not yet found, 
What it is above, and yet below, 
That is Eternal. 


What the coward thinks is fear, 
What the blind and deaf can see and hear, 
That Omnipresent Substance ever near, 


That is Eternal. 


Up and down, yet ’tis here, 
Away in foreign lands, still ‘tis near, 
Some people think ‘tis God, 

That is Eternal. 


When you have a happy mind, 
Happiness you're sure to find. 
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THE LITTLE BIRD’S SONG 
CaTHERINE WALLACE 


There came to my window at break o’ day, 
A dear little bird in speckled gray. 

He sang so sweet, and stayed so long, 

I went to the window, to hear his song. 


He flew away, and up so high, 
He seemed to pierce the very sky. 
But he came back another day, 
And this I heard the birdie say— 


“I’m always happy, I never fret, 
Tho’ the sky be dark and the day be wet. 
I soar and fly, and sing my song, 


And glorify Ged, the whole day long.” 


(2) 
@ 
© 
© 
@ 
@ 
® 
(2) 
@ 
(Q) 
© 
(2) 
(Q) 
(2) 


YS 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 
I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 
Yours in Love and Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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OUR MAGIC PILLOWS 
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MORNING 


Life of God, 


Full, pure and strong, 
| Flows through me 


/ The whole day long. 


Peace of God, 
While I'm asleep, 
O’er my thoughts 
A watch doth keep. 
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